CALL  NO  MAN HAPPY

summoned me and, in friendly sternness, received me with his legs
wrapped up in a blanket.

*I am very sorry,' he said. 'I am even upset.. f I definitely wanted
a novel by you, but the Revue cannot publish this one... No, indeed
it is not possible. Our subscribers would protest/

*But why, Monsieur?*

'Why? You ask that? These successive adulteries-----'

'But, Monsieur, there is hardly one great French novel without
adultery ... Madame Bovary... Le Pere GorioL .. /

4 Oh, to be sure, the Revue is obliged to admit adultery. But it
only admits it when accompanied by remorse. At no moment does
your heroine repent of her misdeeds.

And so my novel was rejected. I felt no rancour towards Mon-
sieur Doumic whose strong character I admired and who> I could
not doubt, knew his subscribers better than I did.

The inspiration for La Cerde de Famille was a conversation I had
with a young woman who described the emotions she had felt as a
little girl when she discovered that a man used to come to see her
mother without her father's knowledge. Her story was so poignant
that I asked her how the incident had turned out. She told me and
furnished me with many excellent details, but the actual romance
stopped abruptly. I needed a conclusion. And then I remembered
another person who might very well represent what Denise Her-
pain, married and unsatisfactorily married, would become. From
a combination of these two characters with certain traits borrowed
from other women La Cerde de Famille, was born. I took pleasure in
reviving some of the characters from Clitnats and Bernard Quesnay.
Then in L* Instinct du Bonheur which I wrote next I made a point of
establishing connections between the industrial Normandy of my
first books and the agricultural Perigord of this. It was not a bad
beginning and perhaps if the times had been different and my life
more tranquil I might, in a series of novels, have been able to create
a fresco of post-war French Society. This was what Alain advised;
he, unlike most of the critics, considered me more of a novelist than
an essayist.
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